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The shores of the lake were pleasant, and there we stayed, even after the great coach had come rolling back bringing the visitors to the house where no hostess waited to receive them. At length we saw them on foot coming over the greensward towards us, an angry, humiliated husband, and two furious German grandees, bitterly resentful, it seemed, at the slight cast upon them. Never shall I forget the expression on the lady's face at this reception by her hostess. But nobody could be angry with Daisy for long; she was so warm-hearted and kind in spite of her thoughtlessness.
It must have been a great grief to her to have two sons fighting against us in the Great War. From some of the Prisoners of War who came to Holland from Germany I heard that she had never missed a chance of helping English prisoners when she could.
Never have I known anything so stiff and formal as Berlin " official " receptions. Nobody spoke above a whisper, and the room was sibilant with hissed consonants. I frequently had to attend these gatherings, and they were something of an ordeal to one unaccustomed to an etiquette so rigid and so complicated.
For instance, there was a distinct code of etiquette concerned with the sofa. Unfortunately, I committed a serious' breach of this sofa etiquette at a party which we attend.ed at our Embassy on the very day of our arrival in Berlin, when I ventured for a moment to sit down at one end of a huge settee, in the distant corner of which, talking together, sat two ladies whom I afterwards discovered were Countess Billow, the wife of the Minister for Foreign Affairs, and Countess Brockdorff, the Grande Dame de la Cour.BERLIN                             61
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